* The' 'Burning of Sawlon *
On the seventh morning the cage was erected in one
of the quadrangles. There, in accordance with orders,
the courtiers assembled in the afternoon. The King's
seat was near the cage. When all was in readiness, the
executioners went to call Sawlon. She had been con-
fined very closely to prevent sympathisers giving her
opium and thereby baulking the King's design. They
found her kneeling in white clothes before a little
shrine, wherein stood a figure of the Buddha, with his
hand raised, holding the mudra that takes away fear.
They paused a moment in respect for her prayers. At
length the senior executioner urged her get up. 'Your
Majesty/ he said respectfully, cthe King is in his seat.
We dare not delay longer. He is a sudden man/

After a last prostration before the smiling counten-
ance of the Blessed One, she rose to her feet, saying:
CI am ready to face the King, but will he, I wonder, be
able to face me?3

They led her into the courtyard at a gentle pace. The
sky overhead was clear, but there was a black cloud to
the southward. It looked like the coming of the mon-
soon, which breaks with a violent storm. When she
saw the cage, the iron frame heated by the embers
below, she hesitated for a second, for there is a cruel
difference between the mind's picture and what the
eyes perceive. 'Can I bear this?' she thought, but
noticing that the King looked in her direction, she
overcame terror and marched on again. To reach the
cage it was necessary to pass close by him and the
nearer she approached, the more haughty was her step.
He was seated uneasily, his face twisted. 'You are going
to the fire/ he cried, as if to establish something in his
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